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be a menace to his dominions. But the first stroke of Death was destined to fall in his own home, and to plunge him into the lowest depths of sorrow and disaster.
In September of this year, the Duchess Marie had given birth to another son, who lived but a few days. However, the young wife was not long in recovering her health and spirits, and during the winter which followed, she was able to enjoy her favourite hunting, to which she was as passionately devoted as Maximilian himself. Early in the spring of 1482, on a bright March morning, the princely pair rode forth with a gay company, from their palace at Bruges, for a hawking expedition in the low-lying marshy swamps of the meadows which girdle the city. Here the herons are wont to congregate on the sedgy banks of the canals, and there was every prospect of excellent sport. Marie, full of eagerness as she led the way, for her falcon had just struck a heron, put her horse at a dyke, but he missed his footing, stumbled and fell, throwing his rider heavily to the ground. With no thought of herself, her only desire being not to alarm her husband, the Duchess made light of the accident, and it is doubtful if she received proper medical care in time ; but in any case, the injury, proved fatal. Within less than three weeks, the great heiress of Burgundy and its vast dominions— tenderly loved wife and happy mother—was to pass away, to the terrible grief of the bereaved Maximilian. Overwhelmed with despair, he had lost all self-control in her sick-chamber, and broke down with such heartrending sobs, that poor Marie herself had to imploreeat was the flight 4 " I will gnv ymi 1. r ! • u •• ? ;:• t- / ^ / that you may leurn to nudi* \»ai»   n fi.j   ,1 come to the govenummt of I lit* «}ui^n' * i MUMM may know how to iiml with van n,. hat- , 'c! w«* riutiiot wc*n<l«T that iii n iuoin*«nt of l)itirnu*8H slu- Mhoulil luivr tMCi'liiiiuril to hrr H«iiis thf hi'ir tif so mwh wiiht«*tl nuthority :
